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Trouble In Paradise 


Author's Notes: 

l'm not even sure where to start with giving background on what you're all about to read, but let me just say 
that I've learned to never underestimate my brain's ability to conjure up ridiculous scenarios to put poor CC in 
| think its safe to say that, unfortunately, his bombastic € eccentric character makes it WAY too easy to 


picture the guy getting tied up in humorous, unbelievable misfortunes. 
What | WILL let you all know though is that this whacky situation is very *loosely* based off of something 
that actually happened to me. | don't want to give details at the risk of spoiling anything, so I'll leave the juicy 


details in the end notes. 


Also, unsurprisingly, this "one-shot" became way too long to keep as one part, so I'll be posting the second half 
next week. Look out for it! 


ANYWAY.Hope you enjoy (€ get a laugh or two!) 


xx Livdonna xx 


PS: I've been challenging myself to write at least |000 words each day to keep my writer's block under control, 
and | made a deal with myself that | have to finish some of the drafts | have in my collection BEFORE starting 
anything new. So.. thankfully, that plan helped me get the ball rollin’ with this story, which. like | mentioned 
above, hadn't been touched since November of last year! If any of you are struggling with writers block, | 
strongly suggest giving yourself a set goal of words to write per day. It doesn't matter WHAT you write! Just 
WRITE! Once you start, you won't want to stop. l'm tellin’ ya, it works! 


Autumn 2003 
Newark Liberty International Airport Station 
CC's POV: 


"Attention Newark Airport customers.. The next train arriving on track A will be the 2:45pm eastbound train to 
New York..Please stand back from the yellow lines." 


A huge whoooosh from the tracks follows the announcement over the intercom, and it only takes a second for 


a rush of travelers to flood the space around me, creating a contagious whirlwind of adrenaline. 


The hustle and bustle and frantic go-go-go energy radiating off of the people bolting through the station just 
reminds me of my days growing up in Brooklyn, but this ain't Brooklyn. 


This is Newark 

It's the friggin’ hood; the real rough shit. 

I's way different. 

The crowded, stuffy environment is nothin’ but familiar, and l'm used to bein’ surrounded by high-strung, 
hyperactive, busybodies..But what l'm not used to is havin’ my plans for a fun day to be flushed down the 
drain due to unfortunate circumstances. 

| was supposed to visit a pal in Belleville, not that far from here, but let's just say that the goddamn universe 
wasn't in favor of the anticipated excitement. And boy, does Hell sure love to break loose at the best of times 


‘cause | think it's pretty damn safe to say that this is not how | anticipated spending today..a day off from 


Poison's touring schedule. 


Instead of hangin’ out with Frank back at his place, wreakin' some havoc, and havin’ a good time, I'm wanderin' 


around an unknown area with absolutely no means of direction or assistance. 


Now, Asten.. l'm no stranger to gettin’ stuck in run down, bad places but never have | been abandoned in what 


most people consider one of the worst parts of New Jersey, and ya know what?! | gotta admit somethin’. 
l'm a little friggin’ scared 


And | know! Never in a millon years would anyone think they'd ever hear somethin’ like this come 
outta my mouth, but I'm human too! | just don't ike showin’ the vulnerable part of me to many, but it's 
there..and right now it's really starting to shine through. 


| mean, this is my fault and | know it is, as it usually is! | always get myself into these fuckin’ 
situations without fail. 


But how was | supposed to know that | was gonna have a goddamn asshole as my train conductor today?! How 
was | supposed to know he'd kick my sorry ass off the friggin’ train and leave me here, at the fuckin Newark 
Airport?! 


| mean, he couldnt have just believed me as | begged and pleaded and screeched about how | had purchased my 
damn ticket but for some damn reason it wouldn't scan! Don't ask me why it didn't! Of course it had to 
be mine, though! Thats a fact, that nothing ever runs smoothly in my friggin’ lifel 


Okay, maybe the only part that | could have held some blame for was the disruption | might have been causing 
but that's only ‘cause I'm /oud! How was | supposed to know that every damn passenger on the 

train didn't wanna hear my speeches about how | needed to pace around? And maybe they were getting just 
a litte bit annoyed once | actually started running up and down the goddamn train. 


But haven't people done worse?! Please, | know they've seen a lot worse. 


Well, apparently it doesn't matter ‘cause /still got thrown off and left here, and l'm just at a fuckin’ /oss ‘cause 


| have no idea where | am or how to navigate my way around this damn place! 


I'm not even in the airport section of the goddamn airport! Just where people are let off the train and | must 
look like such a lunatic..Just pacing around with my head in my hands, senselessly wandering in circles with my 


heart pulsing through my temples and my stomach twisting up relentlessly. 
But what else am | supposed to do?! 


| haven't been here long at all, but I've been here long enough to discover that there are practically no means 
of escape here. There ain't a park lot, drop-off area, elevators, stairs.. There's nothing here but the damn 
train tracks and stupid direction signs that lead to absolutely nowhere. What's the point of ‘em if they don't 


take ya anywhere?! They shouldn't even have ‘em in this place. They're misleading. 


I'm pretty sure there isn't even a way out of here at all. No pedestrian access, no corridor or tunnel that 


leads to the outside... nothing! 


| feel like l'm stuck in a friggin’ jail cell, deprived of any connection to civilization All I'm able to see are people 
runnin back and forth, on and off various trains that I'll defintely get kicked off of if | even fry to hop on. 
And just the thought of attempting to sneak my way in sends dreadful jitters through my body. 

This is Newark Anything | do could instantly put me at risk for becoming a slaughterhouse masterpiece! Ya 
gotta walk on eggshells in this place, but what's worse than walkin’ on eggshells is walkin’ on eggshells on a path 
to fuckin’ nowhere. 

‘Cause, at this rate, that's exactly where I'm headed ..nowhere. 

I'm helpless and this situation is hopeless. 


~ Kew 


"lm stuck in Newark, Bret!" | squawk through my phone speaker after finally getting some kind of reception, 
"Of all places, it had to be here!" 


For the last god knows how many minutes I've been desperately trying to get phone reception ‘cause the 


service here sucks balls. And ya shouldda' seen me. If ya think | was makin’ a scene before you have no clue.. 
No friggin’ clue. 
[What the HELL are you doing in Newark?! | thought you were just visiting Frank—] 


"Yeah, | was!" | cry out through gritted teeth as this unreal reality smacks me over and over, "Until | 
got thrown off the goddamn train early-" 


| can't even finish my thought before Bret lets out a groan. 


[Are you for real?! What the HELL did you do to disrupt everyone THAT much to make them throw you off?! 
Youre a piece of goddamn work-/ 


My muscles stiffen up in defense as | clench my free fist, only to eventually throw my arm in the air. 


"The conductor was an asshole, Bret!" | whine while my heart palpitates frantically, "No one gets kicked off for 
being loud yet of course | had to!" 


Bret doesn't hesitate to shoot out a snarky rebuttal. [Youre full of shit! What you call loud is four times the 
intensity of what most people consider loud! And you're surprised?! Youre really surprised that the conductor got 
fed up and threw you of fl] 


The sarcasm seeping in his voice makes me wanna throw my damn phone across the floor but the only reason 
| hold back is ‘cause if | break this thing then | have no way to contact anyone! And if | die here, someone's 
gonna need to know! 


"You don't understand!" | continue blabbering in desperation, while my pacing quickens, "Bret, | didn't wanna get 


thrown off-" 


[No one wants to! But youre such an idiot sometimes and then you wonder why you get stuck in these 


situations!] 


"Oh would ya just shut up?!" | screech with my guard up strong which only earns glares from the people 
around me. | shake my head fighting tears of frustration “You're not helping, Bret! What the hell am | 


supposed to do now?! l'm stuck here!" 


There is a pause on Bret's end followed by a sigh of impatience which just makes my heart race faster, and if 
it goes any faster than it is right now | just might hurl- 


[Ask yourself that the next time you wanna do something stupidi] 
"Wow, that helps so much! You're an asshole, ya know that?!" | snap abruptly, "A bigger asshole than myself-" 


[Youre a big boy, Cec!] Bret states bluntly with sarcasm. [You've been in worse situations, Im sure! You'll figure 
ths out] 


Despite my desperation and inner child screaming and crying in fear ‘cause I'm stuck in the ghetto hood, | 
impulsively hang up the call without saying anything And that's ‘cause l'm terrified but l'm also pissed 


And | don't have time to be pissed when | could fuckin’ die any second from some hoodlum in this damn place! 


Listen, | know I've been through worse! It's frue! Bret is right but first of all, | hate admitting when he's right 
‘cause he pisses me the fuck off! And secondly, sure I've been through worse but thé feels worse than every 


other screwed up situation I've found myself in| 


| don't know why but it does! And | get it! | grew up in Brooklyn but Bay Ridge is a low cre area, okay?! 
Newark is the complete opposite! How am | supposed to trust that these fuckin’ people runnin’ around here 
aren't out to get me?! What if they know who | am?! They probably wanna kill me just for 

bein’ myself ‘cause Lord knows I've done a lot of things that piss people off, and now these freaks can finally 


get their revenge since l'm here out in the open for them! 
In their eyes I'm prze beef. 


lm not ready to die yet! Not here, in Newark! If I'm gonna die, let me die doin’ somethin enjoyable! This would 
just be a horrific and pathetic death! | think | deserve a better way to go than being robbed or shot to death 


by a stranger in fuckin Newark- 
Yet, at the same time | can't help but ask myself if I'm being a wuss about all this.. 


I've been through worse but l'm here internally shitting myself like a fuckin’ kid lost in the mall without their 
mommy! Meanwhile, I've had no problem sellin’ myself for blow and starting drunken fist fights with strangers 
over nothing! | had no issue casually grinding against people in drugged out hazes and doing more than 


enough inviting things to turn people on..Yet, here | am, internally screaming because l'm stuck in Newark! 
Get a damn grp, Cecil! What are you, five years old?! 


And as my frantic thoughts circle around in my messed up head, it really starts hitting me; its starting to 
make sense why Bret is so fuckin’ pissed at me, but | stil don't know why my big mouth keeps getting me into 
trouble! | fry to keep quiet but it just doesn’t work! And this is what | get. 


Abandonment. 


As | look around at the unfamiliar surroundings l'm captive in, | can't help but wonder how everyone else 
around me seems so calm. Despite the hustle and bustle, there is not a look of fear on anyone's face. No 


one's except mine. 


It suddenly hits me that | better start comin’ up with some kind of game plan ‘cause so far I've made 
absolutely no progress in finding my way outta here. In fact, | haven't even lff this part of the airport which 
isn't even the damn airport! I've just been pacing around like a psychopath while trains arrived and departed 


here for the last god knows how many minutes. And | really gotta ask myself if anyone here knows who | am. 


Have they recognized me and thought to themselves how insane the world must be to find CC fuckin’ Deville 
running around like a chicken without a head in the damn Newark Airport Station?! Alone! With no 
one and nothing but his lunatic self- 


"Excuse me, sir?" 


My tornado of thoughts is abruptly interrupted by the voice of some dude , and the second that my brain 


comprehends it, | flinch. 


It takes a lot for me to suppress the urge to screech, although it's no secret that I've definitely been making a 
friggin’ scene this entire time. But, now that I've been stuck here long enough | figure maybe | should try to 


tone it down.Just a notch. 


When | lock eyes with the airport employee, a slight sense of alleviation washes over my body but it's not 


nearly enough to rid me of the everlasting pit of dread and doom gnawing at my stomach. 


"Is there anything | can help you with?" the young dude asks politely with a cordial smile, "You seem a little 
lost-" 


A httle?! Just a litte lost, eh? No, pall Im fine! Not a big deal that | got thrown off the fuckin train for no 
apparent reason and got left here with no clue how to get around! No, thats nothing! Im good! | know it must be 


real quality entertainment for all of ya to watch me act Ike a lunatic in your airport! 


| almost want to shake my head at the very predictable inner sarcasm running through my mind but what the 
hell am | expecting?! This ain't some new shit! 


All I'm able to force outta my mouth is a high pitched cackle as my body stiffens up in trepidation, ‘cause 


even though this guy seems innocent, | got no idea if he's one of ther .. 
They're sneaky fuckers in Newark, Cec! Ya can't trust ‘em- 
‘lm okay, thanks though!" 


| spit out the fat Jie with rapid fire speed, and before | let the employee say another word l'm running To 
where? | have no clue but | don't wanna fuckin die tonight and if | stay with that guy | know | will- 


With my heart palpitating through my chest at a disorienting fast pace, hands shakin’, body achir, and nothing 
but nerve-ridden adrenaline rushing through my veins, | manage to make it all the way to the opposite side of 


the station. And here | am thinkin’ that I'd get somewhere if | bolted. 
Fuckin’ assssshole. 


Out of a pathetic amount of desperation, | let out an exaggerated moan before letting my body fall against the 
wall into a seated fetal position, with both knees brought up to my chest in dismay. My head is pounding 
relentlessly, partly due to my fuckin’ stress but mostly from dehydration since | can't seem to find a damn 
hydration station ova' herel! 


And even if | did, there's no way in Hell I'd chug anything from that thing! Newark?! What kinda water is 
flowin’ through the hood?! Not organic. Not happening. 


For a split second, it hits me that I'm absolutely unreal for obsessing over contaminated water while I'm lost in 
Newark instead of trying to find my way back, but there are really no surprises left when it comes to my 
friggin’ mind. Get inside Cecil's warped head! Rememba' that?! Speaks a whole lotta truth, doesn't it?! 


Although I'm more than certain that no one wants to actually get inside my warped head..They'd de before 


surviving in there for a minute. That, l'm sure of. 


‘Cause surely anyone in their right mind would have just taken advantage of the airport employee's help instead 
of ruming away like a damn pussy in fear that the guy might kill them. Yeah, that's a completely sane and 


normal move to makel Absolutely rational! 


Now that I'm sitting here in a distraught ball, looking more pathetic than ever, I'm clearly realizing that my 
decision making has never been worse. ‘Cause | really did that. | really did run away from probably 


the only damn person who seemed willing to help mel 


But, he couldda killed yal Stop tryin’ to talk yourself outta Iistenin’ to your instincts! Would ya have rather been 
shot to death?! | dont think so, lunatic- 


Ya know, | hate my friggin’ brain sometimes ‘cause most of the time | feel like I'm stuck in the most intense 
game of tug of war! One second | make a choice and think its the best goddamn thing ever and 
then.. bam! Just moments later | realize that l'm a fuckin’ idiot ‘cause | can't control my impulses but usually 


once | come to that conclusion its way too late to change anything. Yeah, its great! This is all so great! 


In reality, | can do somethin’ about this. | can go and track down another employee here but | just can't shake 
the wariness! | don't know what it is about bein’ here that's freakin’ me the hell out so much but | don't have 
it in me to take the risk to ask for help! Yeah, I'm being a real stubborn, close-minded bastard right now! 


| know | am, but what am | supposed to do?! 


Sure, | can't look any more pitiful than | do right now huddled up in a corner like this, but | don't wanna die 
here! | don't want this to be my last day on this friggin’ planet, and there's gotta be a way for me to find my 
way outta this place without risking my life! There has to bel 


| may be a goddamn moron, but deep in my heart | know | can be clever and resourceful at times. Believe it 
or not, it's frue! | actually do have a brain! The issue is that | never seem to use it in the right way when 
| need to use it, but lemme tell ya right now..lf there's any moment that's the most opportune to fry , 


it's now. 


If | don't think of somethin’ soon, I'm gonna be stuck here for all of eternity! And God knows that Bret ain't 
draggin’ his ass out here to help me! After that pathetic call just a short while ago, | know there's no 
possibility. Its not even feasible to assume he'd think of poppin’ on over here..He's fed up and ya know what? 


| can't even blame him! 
I'm pretty frustrated at myself toolll! 


| mean, please! If this entire fiasco doesn't scream deplorable, then | don't know what does! l'm a forty year 


old adult man for God's sake! l'm not a friggin’ child but damn, am | actin’ like one! Something's gotta give... 


As | continue goin’ back and forth with my thoughts, while staying curled up in this pathetic ball of nerves in 
the furthest corner of this hybrid airport-station, an abrupt rush of newfound adrenaline zaps through my 


veins, reawakening the inner drive and urgency. 
g gency 


It only takes me a second to hop back on my feet, with my heart racing at a disorienting speed and my eyes 
wide as saucers. Standing frozen in place for a moment, | swiftly brush my hands over my face to wipe off 
any residual hesitancy and quickly contemplate my next move before | make another rash decision that'll only 


send me deeper into this inescapable disaster of a situation 


Ok Cecil, cmon buddy! Think! Ya know ya gotta do somethin’ so now's the damn time fo use that noggin of yours 
fo figure this shit out! Ya have a choice. Ya can either stand here lookin’ even dumber than you've been this 
entire time and get nothin’ accomplished OR ya can search around this place for another dude who might be able 
fo help yal At least get outta this damn train station! Ya gotta get to the actual airport terminals in order to 
make any progress, so how about ya start with that?! 


And it hits me, right at this moment, that my brain does actually work! See?! 
Step one: Get outta this part of the airport and then figure stuff out from there. 


| repeat the conclusion silently with a glimmer of hopeful pride and, like a man on a mission, | dart back around 
to the other side of the place where | originally was before | ran away like a juvenile toddler, but not without 


bein’ forced to maneuver my way through the crowds of commuters huddling around the joint: 


| ain't gonna lie and say that rubbin’ past all of these friggin’ strangers isn't raising my nerves but | don't have 
a choice now so l'm just sucking it up until | find my way outta here. Sometimes ya gotta just act like a damn 


adult even when you're embodying nothing but a screaming five year old inside. 


Once | manage to find familiar surroundings, where the trains have consistently been passing by, | spot a few 
dudes standing around a sign that reads Airtrain What in the world is an airtrain?! Like | fuckin’ know! All | 
know is that the guys look like they might be employees and now | needa’ take the chance and speak up. 


| think the stupidest part of all of this is that the one time l'm scared to use my big mouth is the time when 
| should be using it! Will | ever get it right?! Jokes on me, | guess! ‘Cause | sure don't learn a goddamn 
thing... ever. 


Attempting to halt my thoughts from spiraling down any further and losing the tiny bit of drive | have, | clear 
my throat loudly and bolt over to the group. A forced smile is pasted on my lips and my heart feels like it's 
about to pop outta my throat as | open my mouth. 


"Hil" | squawk in an overly high octave as nerve-ridden humiliation fills my tissues, "| was jusssst curious if any 
of ya would be able to show me how to get outta here?!" 


The second those words burst outta my mouth, | have the urge to bolt right back to where | was ‘cause for 


the love of God, could ya have said that any dumber than ya just did?! 


Desperately tryin’ to ignore the embarrassment, | run a hand through my messy mane and let out a strained 


laugh, earning bewildered expressions from the three employees. And it's right at this moment that | realize 


one of ‘em is the dude who tried helpin' me before. 


Jesus Christ, can this get any worse?! He must really think youre the biggest psychopath in all of New Jersey 
right now! 


My stomach churns at the very real possibility, but | do my best to let my thoughts blabber on without 
inhibiting my progress here, although that alone feels like its about to kill me. 


Before either of the men can speak, | jump to the chase hoping that if | explain my situation in a tasteful way | 
can save myself from any further humiliation Then again, | doubt that's in the books at this point. | think 
I've already made a big enough spectacle of myself to begin with, and nothing is gonna be able to redeem me 


from that. Oh well..shit happens, | guess. 


"Yeah, | know!" | blabber with another jittery, half-amused titter as | shake my head; eyes bulgin’ wide, "I was 
the guy who said | didn't need any help before! Well, | guess | was wrong!" 


| throw my hands in the air dramatically for emphasis as the familiar face nods in recognition 


"Would you like some help now, Sir?" he asks in the same polite tone as earlier as he raises his brows and 
exchanges glances with the other two dudes, "Because that's what we're here for. And | can assure you that 
you're not the first person to get lost here-" 


Lost?! Oh God almighty ya can't let them think youre THAT pathetic?! No, youre not lost! Youre just 
scatterbrained, Cecil! Ya know that- 


"Oh, I'm not lost!" | shake my head, feeling my skin threaten to flush in stronger embarrassment, "I was just, | 
don't know! | haven't been here in a loooong time and todays just been one wild day-" 


My nonsensical, nervous blather is abruptly cut short by a snicker from next to me and when | snap my head 
around l'm met with a small group of twenty-something year old guys, all dressed in punk style clothing. Not 
only are their clothes black from head to toe, but the hairstyles are nothin’ but wildly eccentric; bleach blonde 
and spiked, jet black with choppy bangs covering the face, and an electric blue Mohawk higher than a friggin’ 
skyscraper. Each of ‘em are covered in various piercings, tattoos, and questionable bruises which could really 


only symbolize the personification of a damn mosh pit. 
Chaos. 


All three pairs of eyes are locked on me, and as | observe the dudes it hits me how much they all remind me 


of Frank.. Figures. 


Of course they friggin do! Maybe he sent them here ‘cause he knows youre a goddamn moron who cant find his 


way around anywhere ya go- 


"Yo dude, I'm sorry but | gotta ask," one of the young punks begins with a curious grin, cutting through the 


mockery flying around within me, "but you're CC fuckin’ Deville, aren't you?!" 


Now, | can't even stop my face from flushing at this point ‘cause if there was anything that would happen 
today that would make this fiasco worse, this would have been it. And now it's happening. God friggin’ dammit.. 
Why NOW?!el?! 


"Damn, ya got me!" | cackle maniacally as my humiliation chokes me from the inside out, "Whaddaya know? l'm 


human! Who wouldda' thought, right?!" 
Another one of the punks nods with a smirk, "You're lost in this place, aren't you?" 


"I am nof lost!" | throw my hands in the air again, darting my eyes back and forth from the punks to the 
employees with discombobulated urgency as my body tenses up in trepidation, "I just had a crazy day and my 


mind's got a few screws loose!" 


There is nothing but dead silence after my remark, negating the bustle around the joint, and the lack of 
reaction just makes me want to scream outta mere desperation. I'm about half a millisecond away from 


crawling outta my skin now and | think alf these people know it! 


"What?!" | squawk in dismay at the expressions from all six guys, including the employees, "It happens 


to everyone-" 
A snicker from another punk cuts my words short, "Pfft, just a few..” 
"Oh would ya stahp it-" 


"Jokes aside buddy,” the third punk says with a genuine smile, "We got your back. If you need help getting 


around we're more than happy to guide you! We're big fans, all three of us!" 


His voice suddenly increases in strength, and now the hidden excitement is seeping out. Clearly, these guys 
were just tryin’ to put on a big show. Figures! Not like that's somethin’ I've never done before! But this is an 
entirely different monster here! We're in Newark! I've neva' done some risky, devious stuff here. 


And | know. l'm standin’ here contemplating what my next move should be when I'm directly bein’ offered some 
kinda help that I've been beggin’ for this entire time but how do | know if these guys aren't just hoodlums in 
disguise?! | don't think | can friggin’ trust ‘em! They look and appear cordial and friendly, but who the hell 
knows! Ya never know with people, especially ones here! 


Am | just straight out insane for doin this or am | being rational and usin’ the better-safe-than- 
sorry approach a little foo well?! I'm pretty sure any normal person would just accept the damn offer, find 
their way out of this joint, and move on with their day feelin’ grateful that someone was willing to help them 


out, but me.. God dammit, | have so many problems! 


But, maybe | don't! I'm just tryin’ to be careful! 


As | spiral down further into my mind's game of tug-of-war, | notice two of the employees have trailed off 
leaving me with just the three punks and the one original dude. There is nothing but awkward, unnerving 
silence between the five of us for the next god knows how many minutes, until one of the punks clears his 


throat. 
"So what do ya say? You wanna let us show you around?" 


"Now wait a second," | narrow my eyes in skepticism, letting my gaze drill a hole into this highly- 
likely murderer's soul, "Tell me how l'm supposed to trust ya when we're in Newark? Ya know, | ain't no 
stranger to bad areas alright?! But this aint where I'm from, and if you're real fans ya know | got haters! 


How do | know if ya guys aren't tryin’ to lure me into some alleyway or somethin where you're gonna pull 


outta knife and-" 

"Oh for the love of God ." 

While one of the punks murmurs under his breath in half-amused exasperation, the two others exchange 
semi-concerned yet entertained glances with each other. The employee, on the other hand, doesn't take a 
second to confront me, with his brows furrowed, eyes serious, and lips twisted into a worried grimace. 

"Sir, if you don't feel safe around these men | can have you file a report-" 

My heart skips a beat as | comprehend those words and | immediately shake my head with urgency. 

‘Oh no no no, thats not necessary!" | wave my hands around frantically, attempting to reassure the employee 
that goin’ to those extremes aren't in the books right now, "Ya know | just talk! Take everythin’ I'm sayin’ with 
a grain of salt guys! It's just good ol Cecil runnin’ his mouth again-" 

"You just expressed some pretty concerning fear, Sir," the employee reiterates, only enhancing my inner 
turmoil that this entire situation has brought upon me, "and it's part of our protocol here to file a report if 


anyone feels like they might be in danger -" 


Punk 41 abruptly cuts the young employee off with exasperation and impatience. "We arent trying to hurt the 
guy, bro!" He shakes his head, clearly trying to suppress a laugh. "He's just being his dramatic self!" 


| let out a psychotic sounding chortle at the very-obvious observation, before turning toward the employee 


with a crooked smile. "See?! They got me down reeeeeeal good!" 


Nothing that I'm saying seems convincing to the guy, and | know it. The employee's facial expression says it 
all. He must know l'm bullshitting, and | get it ‘cause it's his job to look out for concerning situations but | 


don't know for sure if these punks are actually out to get me or not! The problem is that | just say 
everything that comes to mind and that's what leads me into fiascos like these! 


"Sir," the employee furrows his brows and speaks with suspicion, "Correct me if I'm wrong, but | heard you 
express worry that these men may be a threat to your safety, and if that's the case | cannot let this go 


unnoticed—" 

Oh for the love of God Almighty! The dude's gotta let up now! This is getting ridiculous. 

"| didn't mean that!" | snap back with a mixture of dismay, annoyance, amusement, humiliation, and hidden 
terror, "And these dudes just said that they wanna help me so we're allllf good!" | force a laugh and throw my 
hands in the air, darting my eyes around the busy station " AMI good in the hood-" 

My animated, moronic attempt at a joke echoes throughout the joint and now this friggin’ situation is 
gravitating even more attention towards us. Well fuck it! The entire place probably knows what's goin’ on and | 
bet they're just havin’ sooo much fun listening to this goddamn debacle! 

Im just a natural entertainer..what can | say?! 

~ Ke 

After another few moments of adamantly, but pathetically, standing my ground, the stern employee let's me 
be, but not without reminding me for the one-thousandth fuckin time that my safety is top priority and filing 
a report is strongly recommended by all of the staff. 


Once I'm left alone with the three punk guys, | take the opportunity to let out a dramatic sigh, finally feeling 
like | can breathe just a feeny bit easier, although in reality | haven't made much progress at all. 


"Well thank the heavens!" | bellow with wide eyes as | run a hand over my face, pretending to brush off the 


stress, "Took the dude /ong enough to realize l'm just a dramatic hemorrhoid!" 
| shake my head rapidly while the three punks stand in place, eyeing me with bewilderment. 
‘| mean cmon! Dude wouldn't let up! | fold him | was fine, ya know-" 


"Well, you really didn’t," one of the dudes deadpans with a very Frank-like eye roll, "I wouldn't call assuming the 
three of us are out to kill you, fine." 


He gestures with hand-quotations around the last word, earning snickers from his other two friends who are 


sporting shit-eating grins as wide as the Cheshire cat's. 


My stomach suddenly drops in abrupt perturbation and on impulse, | start blathering again, unable to entirely 
convince myself that these guys are all good. 


"Look, buddy," | raise both hands in defense at the perceived threat that I'm probably the only person aware 
of and crack a nervous smile, "I ain't out in the hood much, ya hear me? l'm only out here ‘cause | got a 


friend who l'm supposed to be seein’-" 
"Mhm," Punk #3 hums in slight annoyance, "Cut to the chase, DeVille. We don't have all day here-" 


"Alright! Alright!" | squawk urgently with my heart palpitating in an overly chaotic fashion, "Listen! | needa’ 
find my way outta here. The truth is that | got thrown off the goddamn train for being too loud and the 


conductor left me here!” 


| raise my voice, making sure to apply extra emphasis on ‘here’ so everyone knows how friggin’ happy | am 
about this shit-show! And if they don't hear the overflowing sarcasm seepin’ outta me, then 
that's their damn problem! 


" Here, of all places!" | bellow and point to the floor with animation, "Can ya believe that?! They left 
me here and | don't know my way around this place! There, | said it alright?! | am lost and | gotta find a way 
to get outta here-" 


"Woah, woah, hold up!" Punk #1 interrupts with a tone of curiosity, "You got thrown off the train for 
being loud?!" 


" Yeah!" | shake my head, distraught, allowing the ever-present resentment from earlier to flood me all over 
again, "Isn't that somethin’ else?! Only me, right?!" 


Silence follows the burning question so | abruptly continue, not wasting another moment. 


"Anyway, if ya guys really aren't some hidden mafia killas, then I'd gladly accept your help ‘cause | sure as hell 
ain't figuring anything out myself!" 


"l'm surprised you didn't call one of your bandmates," Punk #2 remarks with raised brows, "Aren't the four of 


you touring the East Coast right now?" 


"Mhm," | hum and roll my eyes, "but ya know, Bret ain't draggin’ his ass from our hotel all the way out here 
to bring my sorry ass to Belleville!” | shake my head as my muscles fill with annoyance, "Of course he won't 
‘cause ya know him! He's gotta tell me why this entire debacle is my fault-" 


"Well, why were you so loud on the train?!" Punk #1 cuts me off with a chuckle, "Belleville's only twelve 
minutes from here and if you were able to zip your lips you probably would have made it to your friend by 


now 


| cut the dude off without hesitation, completely ignoring the valuable distance information, as my defenses 


shoot up at full force, "| wasn't even That loud!" 


"Yeah," the same punk huffs dryly, "Says the guy who's squawks can be heard all around the fuckin’ world." 


The other two punks titter in response, creating a completely new whirlwind of emotions swimming around my 


insides. My body stiffens. 


"Gee thanks! Glad to have someone else takin’ Bret's side here! " | snap with sarcastic dismay, feeling my jaw 


clench more with every passing second of this conversation, "That really helps!" 


"Hey, he's just sayin!" Punk #3 quips lightheartedly and shrugs his shoulders, "Everyone who knows of you 


knows you can't shut your mouth!" 


" Real funny," is the only rebuttal I'm able to come up with, and now | just feel more distraught than | did 
when this chat started. This is friggin’ hopeless. 


"Alright, jokes aside, seriously," Punk #2 speaks up, genuinity dripping off his tongue, "We can help you get out 


of here..on one condition." 


My eyes widen as the everlasting stomach pit of wariness churns through my core, inducing a strong wall of 


hesitancy, but | force myself to go forward regardless. 


"And what would that be?" | ask with narrowed eyes and a whole lotta inner skepticism as my stomach 
hollows in intense disquietude. 


There is a deafening moment of silence that builds up my silent terror, until the three purks look at each 
other and smirk, proceeding to turn back to face me. The simultaneous movement gives off an eerie vibe, like 


I'm in front of a tribe of hooded monks; a cult of satanic cannibals. 


| gulp sheepishly as the dread enhances within me, and before | can even think of prayin' to whatever God 


there is up above to rescue me from any possible demolishment, one of the punks cuts to the chase. 


"You get us into one of your shows and let us backstage to meet the guys," he grins mischievously but quickly 
transforms that deviousness into warmth, "I know we look intimidating but we're all really just a group of 
dorks here" He shrugs his shoulders and pats the other two punks in a brotherly fashion. "Dorks who love 


good music." 

It takes a few moments for the abrupt switch in demeanor to hit me, but once it does | realize 

that maybe there's a part of me that can trust these dudes. | tilt my head and ponder the hopeful possibility, 
and eventually succumb to the offer. 


"Alright," | clasp my hands together and nod my head while spreading my lips into a grin, "H's a deal" 


~ Ke 


